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pair of rubber-soled canvas boots with a draw-string to tie them
tightly around my pants just below the knees to keep out snow.
This footgear combination was a mistake which made trouble for
me later. Over my shirt I wore, fur side turned in, a Siberian
squirrel parka which Amundsen had given me. This was as far as
I dressed before eating breakfast.
I stepped into Hollick-Kenyon's cabin to see how he was getting
along. He was shaving with his electric razor. Hollick-Kenyon was
the most fastidious man I ever knew on a polar expedition. He
always shaved every morning, no matter how hard the circum-
stances; and every night before supper, if there was even a chance
to melt snow, he always sponged down to his waist—in marked
contrast to Balchen, who had a fine viking scorn for soap and water.
His dress for the flight was somewhat different. Underneath, he
wore the warm camel's-hair socks and underwear; but for outer
clothes he had an ordinary pair of tailored trousers, a heavy blue
jersey, and over that a lumberman's plaid shirt. For footwear he
used only the canvas boots. So careful was he of his clothes that
at the end of the expedition his trousers still retained their crease.
I went into the galley and put down a mess of bacon and five
fried eggs, finishing with a second cup of hot coffee. Hollick-
Kenyon joined me there, but ate more sparingly. By half-past one
we were putting on our outer flying clothes—knitted woollen caps
that pulled down over the ears, helmets and goggles, heavy fur
gloves, and heavy reindeer parkas, worn fur side out. Each of us
carried an extra pair of sealskin breeches to wear should we en-
counter extraordinarily low temperatures, and in our pockets we
had woollen face-masks for the same emergency.
At 3 a.m. Hollick-Kenyon and I left the Wyatt Earp on snow-
shoes to climb the 1,400-foot slope to where the Polar Star lay
groomed ready for flight. We purposely kept down our pace to
avoid dampening our clothes with perspiration. At the aviation
camp I found everything ready. Lymburner had been there since
12.30 a.m., tuning up the engine.
Wi.lk.ins was also at the plane, having been there for hours, going
over everything. And here I wish to pay my tribute to the man
whose single-hearted devotion to my Antarctic enterprise con-
tributed so much to its ulimate success. It was a fine stroke of

